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MY  THOUGHTS  ON  CHRISTMAS 

It's  been  many,  many  years 

Since  the  first  Christmas  night  4, 

When  Christ  the  Lord  was  born 

To  make  a  wrong  world,  right.  * 

The  Wise  Men  from  the  East  came  out 

To  kneel  before  the  little  King, 
And  shepherds  left  their  flocks  by  night 

To  near  the  Host  of  Angels  sing 

"Glory  to  God  in  the  Highest, 

And    on    earth,    peace,    good-will    toward 
men." 
And  thus  God  gave  his  only  son. 

Yes,  it's  been  many,  many  years 

Since  Christ  the  Lord  was  born, 
And  yet  I  feel  an  inner  glow 

On  this   Christmas   morn.  % 

I  have  a  sense  of  happiness 

That  I   can   share   His   glory. 
By  helping  others  see  the  light 

Through  the  wonderful  Christmas  story. 

—Mary   Lorraine   Peets 
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White  Christmas 


It  would  be  easy,  in  the  excitement  of 
our  approaching  holidays,  to  think  of  no 
one  but  ourselves.  However,  we  at  Gulf 
Park  begin  our  holidays  in  the  true  Christ- 
mas spirit  by  giving  to  those  less  fortunate 
than  ourselves. 

Each  year  a  Christmas  play  is  present- 
ed by  the  Jet  Maskers  in  the  auditorium  on 
the  eve  of  the  holidays.  Following  the  play 
everyone  goes  into  the  dining  room,  which 
is  beautifully  decorated  for  the  banquet. 
As  each  person  enters  she  passes  by  the 
tree  in  the  end  of  the  room,  placing  a  gift 
wrapped  in  white  at  the  foot  of  the  tree. 
All  the  gifts  assembled  around  the  tree  pre- 
sent a  truly  lovely  sight. 

This  idea  of  White  Christmas  is  spon- 
sored by  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  every  year.  Each 
girl  gives  whatever  she  wishes,  labeling 
her  gift  so  that  it  will  be  given  to  some- 
one who  can  use  it.  These  gifts  are  then 
distributed  to  families  in  Long  Beach  who 
would  have  no  Christmas  otherwise.  The 
realization  that  by  the  small  effort  of  giv- 
ing a  present,  attractively  wrapped,  you 
are  enabling  someone  to  enjoy  Christmas 
should  make  you  enjoy  your  own  Christ- 
mas more.  Through  this  White  Christmas 
you  catch  the  true  Christmas  spirit  and 
really  feel  "It  is  more  blessed  to  give  than 
to  receive."  In  this  frame  of  mind  you  can 
enter  into  the  holiday  festivities  at  your 
own  home  with  much  more  exuberance. 
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CHRISTMAS  IN  GULF  PARK 

In  just  a  few  more  seconds  the  train 
will  be  pulling  into  the  station — there  goes 
the  whistle.  Slowly  my  senses  begin  to 
awaken.  The  whistle  I  had  heard  was  mere- 
ly the  rising  bell.  Before  many  days  have 
passed,  my  dream  will  become  real;  I  shall 
soon  be  pulling  into  that  far-away  station 
in  Illinois. 

Everywhere  in  Gulf  Park  I  hear  excited 
groups  planning  Christmas  holidays.  When 
someone  merely  hints  "vacation,"  both  les- 
sons and  sleep  are  forgotten.  The  North- 
ern girls  who,  unfortunately,  could  not  go 
home  for  Thanksgiving  have  been  marking 
the  days  off  the  calendar  since  September. 
I  can  remember  hearing,  "We  go  home  in 
eighty  days.  Now  that  number  has  de- 
creased to  less  than  five.  Those  few  days, 
we  hope,  will  race  by.  There  is  so  much 
to  be  done  that  the  time  should  soon 
vanish." 

When  I  was  a  small  child,  Christmas 
meant  Santa  Claus,  Christmas  trees,  pre- 
sents, and  beautiful  stories.  I  hardly  know 
where  my  ideas  changed;  they  were  so 
gradual.  Christmas  took  a  much  deeper 
aspect:  peace,  love,  joy,  and  good-will.  Nat- 
urally there  were  still  presents,  but  each 
year  the  significance  of  receiving  gifts  de- 
clined. There  was  more  pleasure  in  knowing 
that  someone  remembered  me  on  the  Great 
One's  birthday. 

My  views  have  even  taken  deeper  shad- 
ings since  I  became  a  Gulf  Park  student. 
Never  again  can  I  be  a  care-free  child 
breathlessly  awaiting  the  arrival  of  Santa. 
This  year  Christmas  means  home  and  loved- 
ones.  The  thrill  of  going  home  is  so  great 
that  the  Christmas  celebration  itself  fades 
into  insignificance. 

— Helen  Fehrenbacher 


CHRISTMAS  IN  THE  SOUTH 

"Oh  what  fun  it  is  to  ride  in  a  one  horse 
open  sleigh,"  lustily  sing  the  Southern 
young  people  as  they  speed  along  in  auto- 
mobiles over  the  country  roads.  They  are 
on  the  way  to  the  woods  in  search  of  holly, 
mistletoe,  yupon,  and  Christmas  trees  to 
fix  their  home  up  with.  It's  so  much  fun 
to  go  through  the  woods  cutting  red  berries 
which  will  soon  be  made  into  wreaths.  This 
"greenery  gathering"  is  a  sort  of  substitute 
to  the  young  people  of  the  South  for  the 


sleigh  riding,  snow  fights,  and  ice  skating 
they  miss. 

Another  popular  diversion  throughout 
the  South  is  the  shooting  of  fireworks. 
Young  people,  gather  together  for  these 
occasions,  get  a  great  deal  of  pleasure  out 
of  shooting  these  firecrackers,  topedoes, 
colorful  Roman  candles  and  sky  rockets. 
On  the  Coast  it  is  quite  a  lovely  sight — the 
Roman  candles  and  sky  rockets  shot  from 
the  seawall  to  soar  out  over  the  Gulf.  It 
is  so  pretty!  And  what  fun  to  shoot  them! 

On  almost  every  lawn  there  is  a  tree 
decorated  with  many  lights  and  much  silver 
tinsel.  Too,  there  are  many  tall,  beautiful 
poinsettas  growing  on  most  lawns.  The 
business  district  is  typically  lighted,  and 
in  the  center  of  town  the  huge  community 
tree  is  lovely  in  its  gown  of  Christmas  bells 
and  colored  lights. 

Here  in  the  South,  seldom  are  there 
carolers  who  go  about  singing  the  glad  tid- 
ings of  Christmas,  but  anyway  each  South- 
erner has  in  his  heart  the  happy  spirit  of 
peace  and  good  will  so  characteristic  of  the 
Yule  season. 

— Mary  Lorraine  Peets 


CHRISTMAS  IN  CALIFORNIA 

One  week  from  tonight  is  Christmas 
Eve,  so  let  us  spend  this  evening  enjoying 
the  man-made  decorations  of  the  Christ- 
mas Spirit.  As  we  arrive  in  the  heart  of 
the  downtown  section  of  Los  Angeles,  all 
of  the  windows  of  the  large  department 
stores  are  so  illuminated  it  is  really  not 
necessary  to  have  the  street  lights  on.  Huge 
crowds  are  gathered  around  the  different 
store  windows  delighted  in  viewing  scenes: 
Christmas  with  Snow  White  and  the  Seven 
Dwarfs;  Santa  Claus'  Work  Shop;  and  The 
Night  before  Christmas.  We  cannot  tarry 
long,  so  from  Los  Angeles  we  wind  around 
through  Beverly  Hills  enjoying  the  beauti- 
ful yards  in  which  all  of  the  shrubbery  and 
trees  are  decorated  with  various  colored 
lights,  also  the  enormous,  elaborately  dec- 
orated Christmas  trees  that  stand  behind 
the  huge  windows  of  the  lovely  homes — all 
of  this  is  a  very  impressive  sight  to  behold. 

The  hour  is  getting  late,  but  we  still 
have  time  to  go  down  Christmas  Tree  Lane 
in  Pasadena.  As  we  start  down  the  Lane, 
we  are  asked  to  turn  out  our  car  lights, 
and  before  us  huge  Christmas  trees  covered 


Ik  Is  Still  Christmas! 


Yuleiide  Season   Is  Celebrated   Elsewhere 


from  the  tip 
colored  lights, 
es  far  up  into 
at  the  end  of 
we  are  ready 
and  content. 


top  to  the  root  with  many 
lift  their  sturdy  green  branch- 
the  heavens.  When  we  arrive 
this  mile  of  Christmas  trees, 
to  go  home  feeling  peaceful 

— Frances  Murphy 


CHRISTMAS  IN  VENEZUELA 

Christmas  is  looked  forward  to  as  eager- 
ly in  Venezuela  as  in  the  United  States.  For 
Christmas  means  presents  from  old  Nick- 
olas,  parties,  and  merry-making.  The  graver 
side  of  Christmas  is  far  from  over-looked. 
Several  days  are  devoted  to  religious  pa- 
rades and  services.  At  some  of  these  pa- 
rades, great  flocks  of  white  pigeons  are 
released  from  cages  and  they  are  a  beauti- 
ful sight  as  they  fly  away  into  the  clouds. 

The  "plazas"  or  public  squares  are  usual- 
ly the  center  of  all  the  festivities.  There 
is  nearly  always  music  and  dancing  here 
and  even  the  poorer  people  who  only  live 
in  the  mountains  and  are  really  only  half 
civilized  come  down  to  take  part. 

The  rich  people  have  beautiful,  expensive 
parties,  but  the  poor  people  are  not  entirely 
neglected.  On  Christmas  Day  they  have 
what  is  called  here  "White  Christmas." 

So  Christmas  ends  for  the  Venezuelans, 
leaving  them  with  a  few  presents,  and 
many  happy  memories. 

— Olga  Smith 


CHRISTMAS    IN   COLOMBIA 

Christmas  in  Colombia  is  not  very  dif- 
ferent from  Christmas  here  except  among 
the  Indians. 

Since  Colombia  is  a  Catholic  country  the 
religious  significance  of  Christmas  is  em- 
phasized. There  are  many  religious  parades 
and  some  of  these  are  very  beautiful  and 
impressive.  In  these  parades  figures  of  the 
saints  are  carried  through  the  streets.  In 
the  capital,  Bogota,  a  great  deal  of  the 
religious  ceremonies  centers  around  the 
church  on  the  mountain,  Monserrate. 

Most  good  Catholics  take  it  upon  them- 
selves to  prove  their  faith  by  climbing  on 
their  knees  to  the  mountain  church.  So 
Christmas  usually  finds  a  crowd  of  pen- 
itents crawling  painfully  up  the  mountain. 

The  festivities  among  the  wealthier 
classes  are  almost  the  same  as  those  here. 
There  are  dances  and  bull-fights,  horse 
races  and  Christmas  caroling.  However  the 


Indians  celebrate  chiefly  by  getting  drunker 
than  on  any  other  day  in  the  year.  Of  course 
they  have  parties  at  which  they  sing  Indian 
songs,  dance  Indian  dances,  and  play  Indian 
instruments.  They  come  into  the  city  on 
Christmas  morning  and  perform  and  sell 
things.  They  wear  colorful  costumes  and  are 
really  the  most  interesting  sight  to  be  seen 
at  Christmas  in  Colombia. 

— Jerry  Cornell 


CHRISTMAS    IN    PHILIPPINES 

Christmas  in  the  Philippines  is  celebrated 
by  various  races  of  people.  The  natives  and 
the  majority  of  the  Europeans  conform  to 
the  American  customs  of  observing  Christ- 
mas customs.  However  the  Spanish  com- 
munity is  large  enough  to  commemorate 
the  arising  of  Christ  in  their  own  fashion. 
The  Spanish  children  do  not  get  their  gifts 
until  the  sixth  of  January.  Instead  of  giv- 
ing in  memory  of  the  birth  of  Christ  they 
give  on  the  day  that  the  Three  Wise  Men 
were  supposed  to  have  arrived  at  Bethlehem 
in  order  to  pay  homage  to  the  new  King. 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  Birth  of  Christ 
a  large  party  is  given  for  both  young  and 
old  at  the  Spanish  Club,  which  is  attended 
by  everyone.  For  the  children's  benefit 
there  are  three  men  dressed  as  the  Three 
Kings  and  after  arrriving  on  horseback 
they  seat  themselves  on  the  thrones  pro- 
vided for  them  and  give  out  toys.  The 
children  are  sent  home  for  supper  but  the 
older  people  carry  the  celebration  on  into 
the  night. 

Invitations  are  issued  to  other  Europ- 
eans and  so  they  share  their  Christmas 
with  us  as  we  share  ours  with  them. 

— Garland  Jean  Hirsh 


CHRISTMAS  IN  ENGLAND 

The  English  Christmas  is  quite  different 
from  the  one  we  know  in  America.  They 
believe  in  celebrating  in  the  same  way  we 
do  but  in  another  fashion.  The  English  take 
the  significance  of  Christmas  more  deeply 
than  we  do,  in  a  more  quiet  and  reserved 
manner,  and  the  holiday  seems  more  holy 
than  it  is  anywhere  else. 

Christmas  morning  brings  the  family  to  the 
tree  to  open  presents.  After  this  everyone 
in  the  household  prepares  for  the  afternoon 
festival.  Last  minute  touches  are  added  to 
the  decorations  of  ivy,  mistletoe,  holly, 
wreaths  and  berries.  Generous  helpings  of 
(Continued   on   page   11) 


Beattie  Concert  An 
Outstanding  Triumph 

Tall,  handsome,  and  young,  with  a  bass- 
baritone  voice  which  had  been  pronounced 
"one  of  the  finest  now  to  be  heard,"  Douglas 
Beattie  honored  Gulf  Park  with  a  concert 
on  December  1.  All  who  were  privileged  to 
hear  and  see  the  famous  artist  will  agree 
with  the  San  Francisco  News  that  he  is  "a 
rightful  contestant  for  the  title  of  Amer- 
ica's finest  basso.  He  seems  to  have  every- 
thing necessary  for  stardom.  His  voice  is 
one  of  great  beauty,  depth  and  seemingly 
unlimited  powers,  intelligently  used.  His 
diction  is  excellent.  Musicianship,  showman- 
ship, dramatic  ability,  and  personality  sup- 
plement his  vocal  assets." 

Mr.  Beattie  appeared  with  the  San  Fran- 
cisco Opera  for  three  successive  seasons  and 
is  now  a  member  of  the  Chicago  City  Opera 
Company.  In  addition,  he  has  been  filing 
a  large  number  of  recital  engagements. 

This  famous  basso-baritone  gave  a  re- 
markable performance  and  sang  a  number 
of  well  chosen  selections.  Besides  enjoying 
the  fine  qualities  of  his  voice,  the  audience 
was  impressed  by  his  assurance  and  stage 
persence.  His  style  has  a  vivid,  dynamic 
power.  Before  singing  a  song  in  a  foreign 
language,  he  would  explain  its  story  and 
meaning  or  make  some  comment  so  that  the 
audience  could  appreciate  it  more. 

Mr.  Beattie  was  very  ably  accompanied 
by  Albert  V.  Davies  at  the  piano.  The  pro- 
gram of  the  concert  follows: 

GULF  PARK  COLLEGE 

Gulfport,  Miss. 

presents 

DOUGLAS  BEATTIE 

Bass-Baritone 

Program 

I. 

Ye   Verdant   Hills    (Recitative   and   air 

from  '^'^Susanna') Handel 

II. 

Der  Wanderer Schubert 

0   Tod,   wie   Bitter    Brahms 

Gruppe   aus   dem   Tartarus    Schubert 

III. 
Aria:  II  Lacerato  Spirito  from  "Simon 


Boccanegra" Verdi 

Aria:  Drinking    Song    from    "Martha" 
Flotow 

IV. 

The  Statue  at  Czarskoe-Selo Cui 

Death     Gretchaninoff 

Slumber  Song Gretchaninoff 

The  King  Went  Forth  to  War Koenemann 

V. 

A   Message    Franchetti 

In   Flanders   Field   Turner 

Eldorado    Allen 

Ever  So  Far  Away   Braune 

The  Blind  Ploughman Clarke 

Albert  V.   Davies  at  the  piano 


Management 
NBC  Artists  Service 


George  Engles 
Managing  Director 


RCA  Building 
New  York  City 


Thursday,  December  First 

Nineteen  hundred  thirty-eight 

8:00  p.  m. 


Mary  D.   Morton 


STUDENT  RECITAL 

My  Lover  is  a  Fisherman) 

Solveyg's   Song  LMary  F.  Briscoe 

Moon  Marketing  \ 

Stars  of  Love  /  t,     ,   •       ^,/-, 

Lady  Moon        \ Beatrice    0  Connor 

To  Live  and  Love  Again* 

Daffodils  ) 

Love's  Demand  ) 

I  can  Sing  you  a  Song/  -Laura  J.  Markham 

of  Springtime  ' 

If  God  Left  Only  You Jacqueline  Young 

To  You Mary  Lou  Fullerton 

Christmas  Cradle  Hymn Charlotte  Locke 

Cherubino's  Song  from   i 

Marriage  of  Figaro      1  __Mary  K.  Shelby 
Passing  By  j 

by  Mozart 
Blossom  Time       /  t^      ...i,      a        r.  uu 

Love  Has  Eyes    \ Dorothy  Ann  Babb 

Florian's  Song       (  r^      ^       n        u  u 

Holiday  5 Carolyn  Campbell 


The  fourth  in  a  series  of  Gulf  Park 
radio  broadcasts  was  given  December  14  by 
the  College  Glee  Club.  They  gave  a  program 
of  Christmas  Carols  that  was  enjoyed  by 
everyone.  After  the  broadcast,  they  went 
caroling  from  place  to  place  in  a  truck. 
They  stopped  at 'various  street  corners,  the 
Paramount  Theatre,  the  Veterans'  Hospital, 
the  homes  of  the  directors  of  our  school, 
and  last  but  not  least,  they  favored  us  with 
a  number  of  carols. 


COLLEGE  CHORUS   PRESENTED 

On  Tuesday  night,  December  13,  Gulf 
Park  College  presented  its  College  Chorus. 
This  entertainment  was  thoroughly  enjoyed 
by  all  and  we  are  proud  of  our  own  artists. 
The  program  follows: 

Chorus 

Spring   Song   Lassen 

Nearest   and   Dearest    Caracciolo 

Duet  by  Carolyn  Campbell,  Mary  K.  Shelby 

In  the  Luxenbourg  Gardens Manning 

Down  by  the  Sea Marzo 

Song  of  the  Clock Burchell 

Chorus 

Intermission 

0   Holy   Night   Adam 

Christmas  Cradle  Hymn   Harper 

Charlotte  Locke 

In   the   Field   with   their   Flocks    abiding 
Farmer 

Duet  by 
Dorothy  Ann  Babb  and  Mary  K.   Shelby 

Yule  Tide Soar 

Chorus 

The  Angel's  Song Stickles 

Mary  Florence  Briscoe 

Silent  Night Chorus 


MUSIC  STUDENTS  PRESENT  RECITAL 

A  music  recital  was  held  Sunday,  Decem- 
ber 4,  for  the  students  of  music  here  at 
Gulf  Park.  The  recital  took  place  in  the 
music  studio  and  the  program  was  given 
by  the  students.  It  consisted  of  piano  and 
voice  solos  and  the  program  is  as  follows: 

Piano  Solo — by  the  Logoon 

Frances  Murphy 

Vocal  Solo — Stars  of  Love   

Beatrice   O'Connor 

Vocal  Solo^Dedication Jacqueline  Young 

Piano  Solo — Roundolette Sarah  Colvert 

Vocal  Solo — Sacred  Song 

Mary    K.    Shelby 

Piano  Solo — Prophet  Bird 

Mary  Virginia  deYampert 

Vocal  Solo — To  Live  and  Love  Again  _ 

Mary    D.    Morton 

Piano  Solo — Chopin  Nocturne  in  F 

Minor Rosemary  Fair 

Vocal    Solos — Florian's    Song    

Carolyn  Campbell 

Holiday 

Vocal  Solo — Solveygs  Song   

Mary    F.    Briscoe 


Thanksgiving  witli 
tlie  Middies 

by   Caryl    Broome 

The  roar  of  a  motor,  the  whir  of  pro- 
pellers, a  swift  forward  rush  and  the  plane 
was  off — my  trip  to  Annapolis  was  begun. 

The  first  event  of  my  social  calendar 
being,  the  ten  o'clock  dance.  Yes,  the  dance 
was  attended,  and  it  was  grand  and  glor- 
ious. If  you  have  never  attended  a  dance 
at  the  Naval  Academy,  you  would  not  fully 
appreciate  my  raving,  but  if  you  have,  you 
probably  yourself  have  many  memories 
stored  away,  thoughts  of  that  sweet  music, 
those  colored  lights,  and  of  course,  the  uni- 
form-clad midshipmen,  hundreds  of  them: 
blonde,  brunette,  short,  and  tall — the  ma- 
jority good-looking.  (For  tTie  old  girls'  bene- 
fit I  might  add  that  I  saw  both  Crommelin 
Underwood  and  Jean  Gilliland  and  had  long 
chats  with  them.  Jean  is  to  be  married  to 
Bud   soon,  girls.) 

Thanksgiving  Day,  bundled  in  sweaters, 
more  sweaters,  jackets  more  jackets,  and 
coats,  fourteen  of  us  started  bravely  out 
in  weather  of  22  degrees  for  an  all  day  sail 
on  the  bay  in  one  of  the  Academy  ketches, 
a  cabin  sloop.  Taken  in  order,  the  main 
events  of  the  day  were  a  hail  storm,  a 
thick  fog  which  forced  us  to  sail  home 
guided  entirely  by  the  compass,  and  frozen 
sails  that  could  not  be  lowered  even  after 
arriving  home.  But  all  in  all,  it  was  a  lot  of 
fun  and  a  great  experience. 

Friday  was  unimportant.  It  was  spent 
partly  in  visiting  the  Academy  grounds  and 
partly  in  route  to  Philadelphia.  But  Satur-. 
day  was  the  greatest  day  of  all — the  day  of 
the  Army-Navy  game!  Huge  yellow  chrys- 
anthemums pinned  to  colorful  sport  suits. 
Navy  blue  and  gold  and  Army  grey  and 
black  pennants  gave  much  life  to  the  stands. 
What  thrills  seeing  the  entire  Army  and 
Navy  corps  parade  at  the  stadium,  listen- 
ing to  the  spine-tingling  refrains  of  the 
fight  song  On  Brave  Old  Army  and  Anchors 
Aweigh,  watching  the  four  thousand  boys 
go  up  in  lusty  yells  for  victory!  Oh,  I  know 
the  outcome — Army  won  but  statistics  still 
show  that  Navy  outplayed  Army  (And  you- 
'll pardon  me  if  my  opinion  is  a  bit  biased). 
After  the  game,  amidst  fast  falling  snow, 
began  a  mad  rush  of  boys  trying  to  meet 
friends  or  parents.  Here  I  had  success,  my 
friends  being  located  quickly.  The  remainder 
of  the  afternoon  and  evening  until  eleven 
o'clock,  when  the  corps  had  to  again  depart 
for  their  respective  Academies,  was  spent 
at  the  Ritz-Carlton,  Navy  headquarters, 
dining  and  dancing. 

(Continued   on  page   15) 
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Dignity,  combined  with  charm  and  strong 
dramatic  appeal,  make  "In  the  Light  of  the 
Star"  an  unusual  Christmas  play  for  both 
children  and  aults. 

The  scene  is  the  manor  house  of  Sir 
Hubert  Eurnham,  in  Devonshire,  England. 
It  is  Christmas  Eve.  Humphrey,  the  little 
eight-year-old  crippled  son  of  the  house, 
sits  alone  in  the  big  room  waiting  for  the 
Carolers  and  a  little  Christmas  cheer.  Pruf- 
fles,  the  old  butler,  comes  in,  and  Hum- 
phrey begs  eagerly  for  his  favorite  legend. 
Pruffles  has  been  the  only  outlet  for  his 
affections  these  eight  years,  for  Sir  Hubert 
has  been  barely  able  to  endure  the  sight  of 
the  son  whose  birth  caused  the  death  of 
his  beloved  wife. 

As  Pruffles  finishes  his  tale  of  the  boy 
who  went  out  to  find  the  Christ  Child,  and 
was  delayed  with  helping  all  the  unfortunate 
along  the  way,  the  carolers  approach.  Pruf- 
fles leads  them  into  the  room,  but  their 
ardor  is  cooled  by  the  disdainful  appearance 
of  Sir  Hubert.  Seeing  the  disappointment  on 
his  son's  face,  however,  the  father  relents 
and  gives  him  a  purse  to  distribute  among 
the  singers.  When  they  depart,  Humphrey 
begs  to  sit  up  to  hear  the  midnight  chimes, 
so  Pruffles  tucks  him  into  the  big  chair 
by  the  fire. 

Falling  asleep,  he  dreams  his  favorite 
Si'-ory.  But  the  people  are  so  real,  he  finds 
himself  talking  to  them.  (To  us  the  figures 
resemble  the  people  of  the  manor.)  Pruf- 
fles' daughter  and  baby  are  the  Madonna 
and  Christ  Child;  Sir  Hubert,  Sir  Anthony, 
and  Pruffles  have  assumed  the  roles  of  the 
Three  Kings  in  the  boy's  sleeping  fancy. 
When  the  Mother  asks  tenderly  for  his 
wish,  the  boy  is  so  excited  that  he  drops 
his  crutch  and  rushes  for  his  father.  When 
he  returns,  the  vision  has  vanished  and  he 
is  utterly  forlorn  until  his  father  holds  up 
the  crutch  and  opens  his  arms  to  him.  Then 
he  realizes  that  the  miracle  really  did  hap- 
pen. 


Characters 

Sir  Hubert,  master  of  the  manor 

Barbara  Langworthy 

Sir  Anthony  Yorke,  his  friend  __Nan  Hatch 

Humphrey  Brunham,  Sir  Hubert's 

crippled  son Dorothy  Landrum 

Samuel  Pruffles,  a  butler Elizabeth  Blum 

Henry  Rogers,  a  country  lad 

Marge    Williams 

Anny  Rogers,  his  wife Mary  Bowers 

Carolers:  Mary  Florence  Briscoe 
Vaughn  Enslin 
Mary  Jayne  Mansur 
Laura  Jean  Markham 

Angel Mary  Katherine  Shelby 

(With  the  exception  of  the  Angels  and 
the  Shepherds,  the  characters  in  Hum- 
phrey's   dream    are    assumed    by    the 
actors  in  the  first  scene.) 
Synopsis 
Time:  Christmas  Eve. 

Place :    The    manor    house    of    Sir    Hubert 
Burnham,   in   Devonshire,   England. 


On  Friday,  December  9,  Jet  Maskers  re- 
peated their  performance  of  "Insect  Com- 
edy" in  the  auditorium  of  Pass  Christian 
High  School. 


A  STUDENT'S  VIEW  OF 
"INSECT  COMEDY" 

The  Hghts  dimmed,  the  house  grew 
quiet,  and  the  form  of  a  professor — a  but- 
ter-fly chaser — appeared.  He  stopped  awhile 
to  chat  with  a  wandering  vagrant  who 
stumbled  out  into  his  path.  This  vagrant, 
a  shabby  fellow,  drunk  and  rather  battered 
and  worn  in  appearance,  had  a  partly  crazed 
philosopher's  conception  of  life;  and  as  the 
professor  continued  on  his  way  chasing  but- 
ter-flies, he  seated  himself  on  a  stump  and 
proceeded  to  watch  with  an  ironical  interest, 
the  antics  of  the  insects.  As  he  looked  on, 
from  time  to  time,  by  his  satirical  remarks, 
he  gave  the  audience  the  impression  that 
he  was  seeking  the  meaning  and  purpose  of 
life. 

The  gauze  curtain  opened  on  a  make- 
believe  forest  glade  where  butterflies  were 
idly  flitting  away  their  time.  These  butter- 
flies, with  their  fickle  flirtations  and  phil- 
andering ways,  strangly  resembled  us 
humans,  and  the  Vagrant  was  unimpress- 
ed, for  these  were  "butter-flies,  just  but- 
ter-flies." 

The  second  act  introduced  the  beetles 
and  the  crickets.  It  seemed  that  the  beetles' 
worry  and  fuss  over  their  little  pile  was 
not   unfamiliar  to  us — but  no — money  and 
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dirt  are  not  to  be  compared.  You  are 
humans  and  beetles.  The  Ichneumon  fly  and 
the  little  Larva,  in  a  satirical  way,  remind- 
ed us  of  over  indulgent  parents,  and  yet  .  .  . 
the  smugness  of  the  crickets  in  their  little 
home,  and  the  greed  of  the  parasite  seemed 
to  further  show  the  characteristics  shared 
by  both  humans  and  insects.  The  Vagrant 
still  was  unimpressed  until  the  voice  of 
Chrysalis  was  heard  from  the  heart  of  a 
flower,  proclaiming  to  the  world  the  fact 
that  she  was  about  to  be  born ;  that  soon 
she  would  utter  wonderful  words. 

In  the  third  act  the  idea  of  leaving  out  a 
count  to  shorten  the  time  and  increase  the 
work  done  by  the  ants  amused  us,  but  it 
reminded  us  of  something;  and  the  useless- 
ness  of  a  war  "between  two  blades  of  grass" 
seemed  foolish,  still,  I  wander!  Chrysalis 
was  still  unborn,  and  the  Vagrant  unim- 
pressed. 

In  darkness,  the  epilogue  opened,  and  as 
the  Vagrant  gradually  found  light,  he  saw 
beautiful  moths  dancing  and  whirling  around 
and  around,  until  one  by  one,  they  fell  and 
died.  Then  it  was  that  Chrysalis,  in  all  her 
beauty  and  glory  and  freshness,  was  born; 
and  just  as  the  world  stopped  to  hear  her 
utter  her  promised  words,  she  too  fell,  and 
her  words  went  unspoken  forever;  and  as 
the  mystery  of  birth  and  death,  remained  a 
lost  secret.  The  light  faded  with  her  death 
and  the  Vagrant  looked  incredibly  at  the 
beautiful  things  that  but  for  such  a  short 
time  before  were  warm  and  living.  He  de- 
cided then  that  he  wanted  to  live;  that  life, 
all  in  all,  is  not  so  bad  as  unknown  dark- 
ness. But  too  late!  After  an  all  too  short 
struggle  with  death,  interestedly  observed 
by  two  snails,  the  Vagrant  was  the  loser. 

A  woodcutter  going  about  his  daily  work, 
and  a  woman  carrying  a  child  to  be  christen- 
ed saw  the  old  fellow.  They  were  sorry,  but 
as  the  woman  said,  "One  dies  and  another 
is  born  ....  good-day."  This  was  the  world 
we  live  in,  and  the  final  curtain  closed  on 
a  never-to-be-forgotten  performance  to  those 
fortunate  enough  to  be  in  the  audience. 


RADIO  PLAY 

The  Jet  Maskers  presented,  as  their  sec- 
ond radio  play,  "The  Bishop's  Candlesticks" 
on  the  evening  of  November  30. 

Those  participating  were: 

Bishop  Jean  Warner 

Persome   Virginia  Sale 

Convict Minnie  Lou   Kirkpatrick 

Marie Jayne  Swartzbaugh 

Sergeant  of  Gendarmes Julia  Norris 


Mr,  and  Mrs.  Peacock 
Strut  Their  Stuff 

Attention,  everyone!  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pea- 
cock and  their  neighbor,  Mr.  Silver  Pheas- 
ant, are  now  at  home  in  their  new  quarters, 
directly  west  of  the  Administration  build- 
ing. They  would  be  delighted  to  receive  visi- 
tors during  their  strutting  hours:  8:00  A. 
M.  'til  6:00  P.  M.  every  day.  Mrs.  Peacock 
spoke  highly  of  Mr.  Cooke,  a  very  close 
friend  of  the  family.  It  seems  that  he  is  the 
one  who  tended  to  their  moving  from  Mr. 
Spenser's  farm  in  Missouri  to  their  present 
quarters.  The  young  couple  is  only  three 
years  old.  They  will  be  allowed  the  free  run 
on  the  campus  after  they  become  accustomed 
to  their  new  surroundings. 

Mr.  Paul  Spenser,  the  former  owner  of 
the  beautiful  fowls,  presented  the  pheasant 
to  the  college  as  a  gift  because  he  thought 
so  much  of  the  school.  This  makes  us  proud 
as  peacocks. 


MIDNIGHT  SHOW  WAS   FUN! 

Let  us  forget  we  can  take  advantage  of 
these  precious  hours  to  sleep  to-night  and 
on  to  the  midnight  show! 

That  seemed  to  be  the  under-current  in 
the  smoking  room  Wednesday  night,  No- 
vember 23  at  nine  o'clock.  Some  girls  were 
already  gaily  bedecked  in  coats  and  hats 
waiting  for  the  busses.  Others,  one  might 
have  thought  were  going  to  bed  in  a  short 
time  as  they  came  up  in  pajamas  and  robes. 
But  it  seemed  they  were  only  taking  their 
time,  for  nearly  everyone  was  going  to  the 
show.  A  stay-at-school  girl  was  sadly  out 
of  place  and  many  found  it  impossible  to 
resist  the  fun  to  be  had,  and  decided  on 
the  spur  of  the  moment  to  go  with  the 
crowd, 

Perked-up  energy  and  excitement  was 
released  when  the  girls  clamored  on  the  bus 
and  merrily  rode  to  town  singing  all  the 
school  songs  and  also  the  popular  ones.  Ar- 
riving at  the  theatre  there  was  but  a  short 
time  to  wait  for  the  drawing  of  the  lucky 
numbers  for  the  turkeys  and  baskets.  Every- 
one I  am  sure  was  breathlessly  hoping  each 
time  the  number  might  be  her  lucky  one, 
but  to  no  avail. 

However,  everyone  went  back  to  school 
happy  and  perhaps  tired — but  to  dream  of 
no  school  on  the  morrow  and  the  golden 
brown  turkey  awaiting  them  on  Thanks- 
giving. 


JUNIORS    WIN    TENNIS    TOURNEY 

The  annual  Interclass  Tennis  Tourna- 
ment was  held  Monday  morning,  November 
21.  The  playing  stai-ted  immediately  at  9 :30 
and  all  three  courts  were  filled  with  play- 
ers in  the  singles  and  doubles.  Six  mem- 
bers of  each  class — Seniors,  Juniors  and 
High  School — were  out  doing  their  best  to 
win  the  Goat.  There  were  six  matches  play- 
ed, the  results  of  which  were: 

Neva  Culpepper — Junior  vs.  Shirley  Van 
Dolah,  High  School  6-1,  6-1. 

Mary  V.  deYampert — Junior  vs.  Lenore 
Salter — Senior  6-0,  6-0. 

Alice  Johnston — Senior  vs.  Julia  Con- 
stantine — High  School  6-1,  6-0. 

The  results  of  the  doubles  were: 

Louise  Porter  and  Faye  Wimberly — 
Juniors  vs.  Puds  Pratt  and  Dobbie  Durand 
—High   School   6-3,   6-4. 

Jean  Wilson  and  Sarah  Gillespie — -Sen- 
iors vs.  Babe  Sorrelle  and  Mimi  Pace — • 
Juniors  6-0,  6-2. 

Virginia  Whitcomb  and  Minnie  Lou 
Kirkpatrick — Seniors  vs.  Connie  Agar  and 
Jeanne  Ross— High  School  6-2,  6-2. 

When  all  the  matches  had  been  played 
the  Seniors  had  won  three  and  the  Juniors 
three.  It  was  decided  that  a  doubles  team 
would  be  picked  from  each  class  and  they 
would  play  off  the  tie.  The  match  started 
immediately.  The  result  was: 

Neva  Culpepper  and  Mary  V.  deYam- 
pert— Juniors  vs.  Jean  Wilson  and  Sarah 
Gillespie — Seniors  6-0,  6-1. 

The  Juniors  were  again  victorious  and 
carried  off  his  Majesty,  the  Goat. 


HAVE  YOU   MET  SNOONIE? 

A  very  popular  girl  has  entered  Gulf 
Park!  So  popular,  in  fact,  that  she  is  seen 
surrounded  by  Gulf  Park  students  every 
hour  of  the  day  at  the  side  of  Hardy  Hall. 
She  is  the  athletic  type  and  a  very  good 
informer,  too,  as  she  tells  every  important 
physical  education  announcement  she  hears. 
If  you  have  not  met  Snoonie,  have  her  cre- 
ator and  friend,  Shirly  Van  Dolah,  introduce 
you  to  Gulf  Park's  new  athletic  girl. 


HOCKEY  TOURNAMENT 

The  first  game  of  the  annual  intramural 
hockey  tournament  began  Tuesday  after- 
noon, November  29,  with  the  High  School 
and  the  Junior  classes. 

The  High  School  line  up  was  as  follows: 
C.  F.— Sheffer  C.   H.— Kent 

R.    I.— King  ?•   H.  Boon 

T     T      Pratt  ^-  H.— Agar 

i..  1.— fratt  j^    F.— Jackson 

R.  W.— Hu'sh,  Garland    l.  F.— Van  Dolah 
L.  W. — Hirsch,  Hilda       Goahe,  Constantine 

The  game  started  out  with  a  goal  by 
Sheffer,  captain  of  the  team.  The  second 
half  showed  the  ball  in  the  hands  of  the 
Juniors,  but  no  scoring  on  their  part  was 
made.  Their  line-up  is  as  follows: 


C.   F.— Fair 
R.  I. — Culpepper 
L.    I. — Haralson 
R.   W. — Herrmann 
L.  W.  Biggert 


C.  H. — de  Yampert 
R.  H. — Dawson 
L.    H. — Locke 
R.    F.    Pipkin 
L.  F.  Shaw 
Goalie — Sorrelle 


Substitutes, 
Broeder. 


Armstead,      Norris,      and 


In  the  last  half  of  the  game  the  High 
School's  score  was  brought  up  another  point 
by  a  goal  by  Sheffer,  and  the  game  ended 
with  the  score  two  to  nothing  in  favor  of 
High  School. 

The  losers,  the  Junior  class,  came  out 
again  on  Friday,  December  2,  to  try  their 
luck  with  the  Seniors.  The  Senior  line-up 
is  as  follows: 


C.  F. — Hinshaw 

R.  I.— Salter 

L.  I. — Kirkpatrick 

R.  W.— Boggs 

L.  W.— Whitcomb 


C.    H.— Winship 
R.  H.— Gillespie 
L.  H.— Phelps 
R.  F. — Johnston 
L.  F. — Frame 
Goalie — Wilson 


FINAL   HOCKEY  GAME 

The  game  was  fast,  exciting,  and 
pretty  evenly  divided,  but  the  end  of  the 
game  found  the  score  tied  "one  to  one.  The 
Juniors  had  lost  their  chance  for  the  Goat, 
and  so  the  winning  class  was  to  be  decided 
in  +he  final  game. 

This  took  place  Sunday  the  4th,  the  final 
game  between  the  High  School  and  Senior 
classes.  Their  line-ups  were  the  same  as  in 
their  previous  games  and  they  fought  a 
rough  and  fast  game  and  were  tied  until 
the  last  few  minutes  of  play.  The  winners 
were  decided  when  the  ball,  after  a  penalty 
bully,  was  pushed  in  the  goal  to  end  the 
game  two  to  one,  in  favor  of  the  Senior 
class.  Seniors,  you  have  the  Goat  now,  but 
guard  him  carefully !  The  volley  ball  tourna- 
ment is  coming  soon! 
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(Continued  from  page  5) 

fruits,  nuts  and  candies  can  be  seen  every- 
where and  soon  ,  the  Yule  Log  is  brought 
in.  The  Yule  Log  is  an  old  English  custom 
of  burning  a  certain  kind  of  log  which 
symbolizes  the  spirit  of  Christmas. 

In,  the  latter  part  of  the  afternoon  tea 
is  served  to  friends  and  relations  who  drop 
in  to  exchange  gifts,  play  cards  and  English 
games. 

The  English  think  very  much  of  their 
Christmas  dinner  which  is  spent  with  close 
friends  and  relatives.  Six  or  eight  courses 
of  heavy  spiced  foods  are  served  in  the  dim 
candlelight  of  the  dining  room.  Most  of 
the  old  English  families  still  serve  Fru- 
menty, a  pudding  made  of  hulled  wheat  and 
rich  spices.  This  dish  serves  as  one  of  the 
main  foods.  The  dinner  is  finished  off  with 
the  old  stand-by,  mince  pie,  served  with 
spiced  wines  and  beverages  that  have  been 
saved  for  years  for  these  special  occasions. 

The  rest  of  the  evening  is  usually  spent 
gathered  around  the  fire  singing  Christ- 
mas carols,  telling  stories,  listening  to  the 
Christmas  Carolers  and  eating  fruits,  nuts, 
and  candies. 

— Peggy  Kent 


CHRISTMAS   IN  JAPAN   AND  CHINA 

As  the  Christmas  holidays  draw  near, 
most  of  us  have  in  our  minds,  the  good 
times — parties,  family  gatherings,  and 
gifts.  There  are  very  few  of  us  who  give 
the  slightest  thought  of  what  the  people  in 
other  countries  are  doing — if  they  celebrate 
this  time  as  we,  or  just  how  it  is  done. 
There,  of  course,  is  no  Christmas  in  China 
or  Japan,  but  they  do  have  great  festivi- 
ties at  New  Year's  time. 

While  we  have  our  traditions  in  this 
country,  in  China  and  Japan,  their  uni- 
versal rule  is  that  all  debts  must  be  paid 
and  settled  with  the  ending  of  the  year. 
Since  Japan  has  adopted  so  many  Western 
customs,  including  the  calendar,  they  are 
not  as  the  Chinese,  who  they  still  reckon 
from  the  first  moon  after  the  sun  enters 
Aquarius,  not  earlier  than  January  21  nor 
later  then  February  19.  The  holiday,  when 
it  comes,  is  a  legal  one  for  three  days  only, 
but  its  celebration  actually  continues  much 
longer — many  of  the  shops  are  closed  for 
a  fortnight. 

Times  are  gay,  cities  are  brightened — - 
houses  are  decorated  with  colorful  lanterns, 
large  sprays  of  flowers,  and  (as  on  many 
other  holidays),  red  paper  with  mottoes  are 
pasted  around  and  above  the  doors.  Once  in 


a  while  blue  papers  are  seen  among  the 
red  which  denotes  that  during  the  past 
year  there  has  been  a  death  in  the  house. 

Streets  are  crowded  with  people  dressed 
in  bright  colors  of  silks  and  satins.  Every- 
one, rich  or  poor,  dresses  well.  The  poor 
uusually  have  clothes  from  the  pawn  shops 
just  for  this  occasion — if  unable  to  do  this, 
they  are  unseen  the  entire  time. 

China  still  has  the  tradition  of  calHng — 
men  receive,  as  well  as  pay  visits,  and  the 
Chinese  women  take  no  part  in  the  social 
life.  The  higher  type  of  Chinese  expect 
visits  from  their  inferiors,  and  they  in  turn, 
pay  them  to  those  who  are  above  them 
socially.  Cards  are  sometimes  sent.  They 
are  of  scarlet  paper  with  the  name  of  the 
sender  written  in  black  characters.  Once  in 
a  while  good  cheer  is  added. 

There,  greetings  said  when  meeting  on 
the  streets,  run  something  like  this;  "Joy 
be  yours,"  or,  "The  lower  class  humbly  wish 
you  joy."  Some  say,  this  is  where  we  get 
the  saying,  "Happy  New  Year." 

Japan's  New  Year  stretches  over  a  much 
longer  time,  and  except  for  the  dates  it  is 
practically  the  same  as  that  in  China. 

As  you  can  see,  other  people  of  different 
races  have  their  good  times  during  holiday 
festivities  even  though  their  holidays  do  not 
correspond   identically   with    ours. 

— Jean  Wilson 


DR.  AND  MRS.  COX  ENTERTAIN 
THE  JUNIOR  CLASS 

Sunday  evening,  November  20,  Dr.  and 
Mrs.  Cox  entertained  the  Junior  class  with 
a  formal  tea.  As  we  entered  the  reception 
room  our  class  president,  Mary  V.  de  Yam- 
part  introduced  us  to  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Cox.  Our 
class  officers  and  our  sponsor,  Miss  Man- 
ning, comprised  the  rest  of  the  receiving 
line.  Mrs.  Brashear  invited  us  into  Dr.  and 
Mrs.  Cox's  private  dining  room  where  we 
were  served  by  Mrs.  Thompson,  Miss  Bruce, 
and  Jean  Warner,  the  senior  class  presi- 
dent. Soon  the  rooms  were  filled  with  the 
chatter  of  the  enthusiastic  girls  who  were 
really  enjoying  the  delicious  plates  of  chick- 
en salad,  hot  tea,  spiced  peaches,  and  cocoa- 
nut  cake. 

Dr.  Cox  requested  the  singing  of  our 
class  songs  and  we  willingly  obliged.  We  all 
felt  with  pleasure  that  we  were  becoming 
much  better  acquainted  with  two  such 
charming  persons  as  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Cox.  As 
we  were  bid  a  cordial  good  evening,  we  left, 
thinking  how  lovely  it  was  of  them  to  en- 
tertain us  so  delightfully. 
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Hoofs  Thunder  at  Gulf   Park 

Since  about  the  16th  century  almost  every  important  court  of 
Europe  has  had  its  School  of  Equitation.  The  School  of  Versailles  and  the 
Spanish  School  of  Vienna  were  primarily  royal  institutions  and  one  of  their 
main  functions  was  to  entertain  guests.  The  brilliancy  and  exquisiteness 
of  the  court  fetes  required  first  class  horses  and  horsemen  to  accomplish 
unusual  and  difficult  movements.  This  was  the  beginning  of  scientific 
riding. 

Although  Gulf  Park  has  not  been  founded  since  the  16th  century, 
her  "School  of  Equitation"  was  established  during  the  early  years  in  the 
history  of  the  College.  With  the  exception  of  a  few  years  at  the  beginning. 
Gulf  Park  College  has  always  had  a  Riding  Department,  and  with  no  ex- 
ceptions this  department  has  always  been  a  popular  and  most  active  or- 
ganization. Miss  Indie  Sinclair,  who  is  at  the  head  of  this  department,  has 
held  this  position  for  seven  years. 

In  addition  to  the  class  instruction  many  hours  are  devoted  to  rid- 
ing during  the  weekend,  and  the  girls  enjoy  riding  on  Sunday  afternon,  by 
moonlight,  or  on  early  morning  breakfast  trips. 

Each  year  a  limited  number  of  girls  are  allowed  to  take  part  in 
a  fox  hunt  given  by  the  Mississippi  Fox  Hunter's  Association.  The  night 
before  the  hunt  the  horses  are  carried  to  the  place  where  the  cast  is  to 
be  made  and  stabled.  The  girls  leave  Gulf  Park  about  four  a.  m.  and  go 
to  the  designated  place  soon  after  daylight.  The  hounds  are  lined  up 
(some  two  hundred  and  fifty  in  all),  the  signal  is  given  by  the  master  of 
hounds,  and  the  chase  is  on. 

The  Bit  and  Spur  Club  sponsors  a  Fall  Horse  Show.  Soon  after 
Christmas  the  club  sponsors  a  Gymkhana  and  prizes,  such  as  ties  and  clips, 
are  awarded.  In  the  Spring  there  is  the  annual  Bit  and  Spur  Banquet  and 
at  the  close  of  school  the  club  sponsors  the  Final  Horse  Show,  which  is  a 
part  of  the  Commencement  Week  Program.  At  this  time  silver  loving  cups 
and  ribbons  are  awarded. 
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MINNIE  MINCHELL 


Howdy!  Howdy!  Here's  the  biggest  dirt 
storm  that  ever  swept  over  G.  P.  C. 

Well  how  are  all  my  little  Button  Noses  ? 
Excited?  Yes?  No?  (I  think  that  I  shall 
never  see  a  sight  as  lovely  as  a  tree.) 

Now  that  it  is  Christmas  time  "Bills" 
are  in  the  foreground  in  more  ways  than 
one.  A  certain  Miss  Bruce  hasn't  had  time 
to  write  until  last  week,  and  she's  penned 
three  in  succession. 

If  you  are  wondering  why  Miss  Benson 
goes  around  bundled  up  all  the  time  come 
here  and  I'll  whisper — she  had  a  cold  last 
week,  and  when  a  very  important  call  came 
through  she  could  only  squeak.  Rare? 

(A  Christmas  tree  whose  boughs  bend 
low.) 

With  artificial  ice  and  snow;  Boon,  a 
critic  on  hotels,  says  the  Peabody  has  piti- 
ful room  service. 

When  you  ask,  "Who  done  it?"  and  re- 
ceived the  answer  "I  ain't  saying!"  Be- 
ware you  are  talking  to  a  member  of  the 
Beowulf  club. 

Fair  still  believes  the  beds  are  softer  in 
Lloyd,  and  offered  proof. 

The  well  dressed  girl  will  wear  an  awn- 
ing— if  she  wants  to  go  over  with  a  bang 
— so  says  Agar. 

(Upon  whose  peak  a  star  stands  high, 

Pointing  upward  to  the  sky.) 

deYampert,  I  suppose  you  knew  he  was 
married  before  you  took  the  job? 

While  we're  still  on  the  subject,  Mr. 
Beattie  wanted  to  know  why  Gillespie  and 
Phelps  didn't  ask  for  his  autograph! 

Whitcomb,  there's  a  rumor  going  around 
about  you — you'd  better  watch  out  Pixy! 

You  can  thank  your  lucky  stars  Kirk, 
that  it  wasn't  an  ever  sharp. 

('  tree  that  may  at  Christmas  wear 

Glittering  ornaments  in  her  hair;) 

Alice  Johnson  is  giving  the  heart-throb 
an  Irish  setter  to  put  in  his  dog  house. 
What  price  protection — it's  a  one  room  dog 
house! 

Swartzbaugh  is  studying  make-up,  and 
she  says  that  she  has  located  a  wonderful 
place  where  people  apply  the  make-up  so 
well  it  is  almost  a  complete  disguise.  Well, 
Well. 

From  what  I  hear  Moody  Culpepper 
plays  a  love  game  besides  tennis — what  a 
"racquet !" 

Why  is  Hin  a  beamin'  and  a  beamin'? 
Just  "Oscar!" 


Levins  says  that  it's  almost  impossible 
to  put  the  correct  pleats  in  an  accordian, 
when  candid  camera  men  keep  shooting  at 
you! 

(Upon  whose  branches  tinsel  clings. 
Much  Christmas  cheer  and  joy.) 
Biggert,    will   you   please   ask   Santa   to 
bring   you    a   pair   of   pajamas   for    Christ- 
mas? 

Two  little  girls  by  the  name  of  Shelby 
and  Markham  are  going  to  have  their  socks 
filled  with  something  besides  sweets.  Min- 
nie was  in  New  Orleans  the  same  weekend 
you  were. 

It  might  be  interesting  some  day  when 
you  have  the  time  to  ask  Ferg  her  defini- 
tion of   "Cavaliers." 

Babe,  what  do  you  think  is  the  best 
method  of  transportation?  It  couldn't  be  a 
P.  S.  could  it? 

(Poems  are  made  by  fools  like  me, 

But  Santa  decorates  my  Christmas  tree.) 

Your  pocket  books  look  pinched.  Miss 
Ann  and  Miss  Fretwell.  Where  were  you  on 
the  night  of  December  7th?  And  what  kind 
of  prize  was  it  you  won  at  the  Yacht  Club 
Bridge  party  on  the  night  of  December  8th, 
Miss  Fretwell? 

Wellun  Pudsun  I  hear  that  you've  gotten 
his  pin!  Swell  elegant!  How  long  did  you 
say  it  took? 

Dorothy  Thoma  is  saving  Bob's  ring 
so  that  if  needs  come  to  worse — she  can 
pawn  it.  Mercenary — eh  what? 

Alice  Jeanne — what  has  Nathan  done  to 
make  you  mad?  Christmas  is  almost  here — 
you'd  better  wait  until  afterwards  to  fuss! 
Home  towns  can  be  awfully  dull! 

Something  has  got  to  be  done  about 
Peggy  Kent  and  Mary  Alice  Staul.  The  bell 
is  right  over  their  door— and  they  never 
hear  it!  Ain't  it  awful? 

Mercedes  Boone — seen  loafing  for  a  blind 
ant  so  that  she  could  polish  up  for  "The 
Insect  Comedy." 

Marge  Williams  (Moo  to  you)  is  giving 
lessons  in  Grecian  Basket  Ball  playing.  Call 
at  her  room — make  appointments  early — 
and  avoid  the  Christmas  rush. 

"Little  Bit"  Hoover  (Anna  Gray  to  her 
Mother)  is  worrying  about  the  cold  that 
is  accompanying  her  home  Xmas — is  it  be- 
cause of  any  particular  person?  Hack! 
Hack! 

Pajamas  with  feet  are  in  style  in  the 
smoking  room.  One  way  of  greeting  Xmas. 
Mason — I  believe  you  take  the  cake  in  your 
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Dr.  Dentons — the  kind  Junior  usta  wear. 

Betty  Horrell — congratulations  on  your 
engagement  to  Russell! 

Patty  Lou  Ellis  saves  all  of  her  pennies 
to  call  Harold!  And  here  I  am  saving  mine 
for  a  carton  of  cigarettes ! 

You  know — Julie  Norris  trusts  Billion! 
Why,  that's  more  than  lots  of  us  do!  We 
kinda  believe  that  absence  makes  the  heart 
grow  fonder — of  somebody  else! 

Somebody  ask  Polly  Markham  what  she 
and  Charlie  did  in  New  Orleans. 

Miss  Bruce  is  training  Culpepper  for  a 
tennis  bout  with  Donald  Budge !  Watch'em 
play  sometimes ! 

Rosie  Fair  and  her  boy  friend  decided 
not  to  write  this  year.  There's  something 
to  that!  Everybody  can  step  out  without 
those  true  confessions! 

Speaking  of  True  Confessions — Louise 
Norcutt  is  an  ardent  subscriber  to  "True 
Confession!"  What  ho? 

What  are  you  and  Joe  going  to  do  Xmas 
— Jeter  ? 

Just  thought  Pd  let  you  know  that  Jean 
Warner  has  another  picture  to  add  to  her 
Rogue's  Gallery.  Selma  Sayeg  might  have 
to  move  out  so  that  Warner  can  get  all  of 
her  pictures  in. 

I  hear  Babe  S.  wants  a  little  publicity. 
It  seems  she  wants  to  see  her  name  in  print. 
Okay^Babe  Sorrell.  There— how  does  it 
look? 

Nose  around  on  third  floor  and  peek  at 
the  Xmas  decorations  up  in  some  of  the 
rooms.  Kinda  gets  ya! 

Everytime  Dottie  Nelson  goes  to  the 
Monkey  Cage — Oscar  throws  a  fit!  Does 
that  prove  or  disprove  Darwin's  theory? 

Everyone  has  had  the  Xmas  spirit 
since  October — so  it  should  be  a  swell 
Michaelmas!  All  I've  got  to  say  is  get  the 
Spirit — but  stay  away  from  spirits!  Whee! 

So  —  Merry  Christmas  —  but  remember 
— at  home  or  abroad — the  eyes  and  ears  of 
Gulf  Park  are  upon  you ! 

Minnie  Minchell 


(Continued  from  page  7) 
All  too  soon  came  the  hour  for  the  mid- 
dies to  leave,  and  the  station  was,  indeed, 
a  place  of  many  tears  as  the  girls  bade 
fond  adieus.  But  not  so  with  Mother  and 
me.  After  leaving  Mother  in  Washington 
with  friends,  back  to  Annapolis  I  trotted 
to  again  spend  the  day  at  the  Academy. 
Time  broke  all  speed  records,  and  far  too 
quickly  came  six  o'clock,  the  hour  of  the 
departure  of  the  last  bus.  Yes,  I  had  to  go, 
my  time  was  up.  With  these  sad  thoughts, 
but  with  one  happy  one  I  boarded  the  bus — 
Thanksgiving  was  over,  but  the  thought — 
Christmas  will  soon  be  here! 


ART  STUDENTS   EXHIBIT  WORK 

We  hope  you  will  visit  the  Art  Studio 
and  see  for  yourself  the  honorable  mentions 
of  students'  work  for  the  last  eight  weeks. 

In  the  north  room  you'll  find  still  life 
studies  done  in  charcoal  and  pastels,  where 
they  add  a  note  of  strong  color  to  the  gray- 
ed walls  of  the  studio.  There  is  a  group  of 
Batiks  and  there  has  been  a  great  deal 
of  pleasure'  and  mystery  among  the  students 
in  making  of  these  novel  prints. 

The  costume  design  class  has  been  work- 
ing on  silhouettes  and  fashions  through  the 
ages,  and  a  great  many  of  these  are  being 
shown.  The  interior  decoration  classes  have 
spent  their  time  on  floor  plans  of  Roman 
houses,  and  these  decorate  the  north  wall 
of  the  main  studio. 

The  border  design  plates  and  design 
classes  are  on  display  in  the  main  studio 
and  this  same  class  has  decorated  some  at- 
tractive small,  wooden  boxes  in  gresso  veliet 
using  these  border  designs.  On  the  "side- 
line" some  of  the  girls  have  made  pillow 
covers,  purses  and  table  runners  of  monk's 
cloth  using  the  cross  stitch  designs  in  the 
wool. 

In  the  Bindery,  the  girls  are  rebinding 
old  Bibles  and  Children's  books  in  cloth  and 
leather  covers.  Miss  Northrop  has  restored 
several  very  large  and  valuable  old  Bibles 
and  a  book  of  Biographical  Records. 

As  you  walk  through  the  studio  you'll 
appreciate  the  work  and  thought  that  has 
gone  into  these  honorable  mentions  that 
are  on  exhibit. 


Times  Change 
....and  How! 

It  happened  last  week  on  one  of  our 
Trackless  Trollies.  A  man  got  up  and  gave 
a  lady  his  seat  and  she  fainted.  When  she 
recovered  she  thanked  him  and  then  he 
fainted. 
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Highlights  for  Holiday  Fashions 

IN   WHICH   THE    FASHION    EDITOR  ACCENTS  THE  LATEST  STYLES 


We've  all  been  giving  plenty  of  thought 
to  the  Christmas  holidays  and  what  we're 
going  to  wear  to  all  the  sports,  parties  and 
dances. 

If  you're  facing  north,  you'll  be  looking 
forward  to  those  skating  and  skiing  parties. 
Princess  skating  dresses  or  flannel  plaid 
skating  skirts  with  swirling  pleats  are  just 
what  you've  been  looking  for.  As  for  the 
ski  togs,  they  are  assembled  in  piece-meal 
fashion — a  growing  trend.  You'll  prefer  cot- 
ton jackets,  poplin  windbreakers  and  gabar- 
dine plus-fores  and  pants.  Hoods  are  every- 
place and  especially  on  your  new  plaid,  re- 
versable  coat.  The  three-toned  plaid  is  gay 
enough  for  any  holiday. 

You'll  need  a  suit  with  a  little  jacket 
nipped  in  sharply  by  the  zipped  front.  The 
shirt  is  high-wasted  for  little  blouses,  and 
flaring  out  like  a  ballerina.  In  the  morning, 
wear  it  with  angora  sweaters ;  in  the  af- 
ternoon with  tailored  blouses;  and  for  even- 
ing, cap  the  climax  with  lame.  The  little 
tailored,  shirtwaist  dress,  with  its  carefully 
tucked  yoke,  crisp,  detachable  white  collars 
and  cuffs  and  slim  young  shirt  with  pleats, 
is  much  to  the  fore. 

Yours  for  teas  and  little  dinners,  is  the 
effective,  new  monastic  dress.  It  looks  like 
a  monk's  cassock  until  you  gather  it  all  up 
with  a  belt.  It  gives  you  that  casual  draped 
look.  The  dress  with  the  new  spool  waist, 
artfully  designed,  is  as  flattering  as  a  new 
romance. 

For  evening,  choose  the  shimmer  and 
silver  for  your  next  effect.  You'll  want  to 
capitalize  on  this  new  fragility  in  a  cool, 
lovely,  gracious  dress  of  silver.  For  the 
night,  when  you  want  to  fascinate  the 
world,  appear  in  sheer,  floating  chiffon  that 
has  all  the  rhythm  of  Straus's  "Blue  Dan- 
ube." Fluid,  diaphanous  chiffons  with  sculp- 
toring  little  bodices,  fragile,  willowy  waists 
and  cloudlike,,  voluminous  skirts.  Then,  con- 
sider the  novel  dresses,  such  as  a  black 
moire  with  a  billowing  hoop-skirt  and 
sleeves  that  zip  off  to  make  a  charming, 
strapless  evening  gown.  There  is,  at  last, 
a  dress  that  is  equally  exciting  two  ways ! 
For  evening,  wear  a  molded  bodice  over  the 
Victorian  skirt.  For  dinner,  add  the  square- 
necked,  back-button  jacket.  To  dress  up  or 
change  your  evening  gowns,  wear  a  tiny, 
bolero  fluff  of  marabo. 


Now  let  me  plie  my  pen  in  the  cause  of 
colors — long  may  you  mix  them!  Don't 
make  the  mistake  of  appearing  all  in  one 
indistinguishable  blot.  Mix  colors  and  help 
to  squash  the  dullness  of  the  one  color  cos- 
tume. Your  only  real  problem  is  this.  Pause 
to  think  before  you  mix. 

For  the  final  gala  note  for  a  perfect 
Christmas,  let's  add  a  few  novel  accessories. 
The  doll  hats  for  dancing  evenings  are  very 
becoming,  and  a  nest  of  flowers  or  a  feather 
bird  perched  in  your  hair  would  make  your 
costume.  Have  you  seen  the  newest  lapel 
note  called  "Chubbies?"  They're  tender 
little  hands,  gilded  to  shine  in  your  furs. 
For  the  dark  haired  beauty  is  the  comb 
rimmed  with  pearls  or  the  ostrich  feather 
comb  caught  with  a  velvet  bow, 

I  wish  you  all  a  Merry  Christmas  and 
hope  you  have  a  grand  holiday. 


SO  YOU'RE  IN  LOVE 

Now  in  a  room  of  many  girls 

Some  are  bound  to  shine 

They've   written   poems  that  you'll   like 

One  (I  hope)  is  mine. 

It  tells  about  a  pretty  girl 

I  think  'bout  seventeen 

Who  fell  in  love  with  some  young  man 

First  time  he  was  seen. 

Well,  all  went  fine  until  one  day 
Mother  found  it  out 
And  she  disapproved  of  him  you  see 
"Good  for  nothing  lout." 

So  she  set  out  to  break  it  up 

Tried  and  tried  in  vain 

She  talked,  she  yelled,  she  tore  her  hair 

Nearly  went  insane. 

Another  male  soon  came  along 
Betty's   heart   to   win 
This  fickle  miss  forgot  the  lad 
Gave  him  back  his  pin! 

And  so  its  goes  with  every  girl 

'Least  while  she's  so  young, 

And  heed  these  words  for  they're  quite  true, 

Then  my  song  is  done. 

You'll  think  you've  found  him  many  times 
Soon  to  find  you're  wrong, 
But  one  will  last  for  life — you'll  know 
The  day  he  comes  along! 

— Zelda    Fleischer 


16 


BIT  AND  SPUR 


FALL  HORSE  SHOW 

Sunday  afternoon,  November  20,  one 
could  see  girls  in  riding  clothes  running 
around  everywhere.  Yes,  there  was  a  horse 
show!  At  about  2:30  the  different  classes 
drew  for  horses,  and  the  fun  was  on! 

The  first  place  winners  for  the  various 
classes  were  as  follows: 

A  Class — Alice  Johnston 

B  Class — Sarah  Gillespie 

C  Class — Mary  Love  Hale 

D  Class — Betsy  Biggert 

The  committee  has  met  to  make  out  the 
program  for  the  Gymkhana  which  will  be 
on  January  20.  After  an  afternoon  of  games 
and  stunt  riding  in  the  Gymkhana,  the  mem- 
bers of  the  Bit  and  Spur  Club  will  be  honor- 
ed with  the  annual  Bit  and  Spur  Banquet 
which  will  be  held  in  the  college  dining 
room  that  evening. 


"MAMA  T."  HONORED 

As  Mama  T.  walked  down  Senior  Hall 
to  check  the  rooms,  the  doors  of  the  Senior 
sun  parlor  were  flung  open  and  the  voices 
of  39  seniors  strong,  screamed  "Happy 
birthday  to  you!"  My!  But  Mamma  T. 
seemed  happy.  A  big  birthday  cake  was 
presented  to  her  and  then  a  gift  from 
the  Senior  Class.  After  everyone  had 
been  served  some  ice  cream  and  cake,  we 
sat  around  our  guest  of  honor,  Mama  T., 
and  Mrs.  Cox  and  Mrs.  Brashear,  our  most 
welcome  guests,  and  listened  to  tales  of 
Gulf  Park  in  her  early  years.  Only  too  soon 
we  had  to  leave  the  party,  and  as  we  got 
into  bed,  we  all  agreed  that  the  Seniors 
have  a  very  fine  friend  in  "Mama  T." 


HIGH  SCHOOL  TEA 

On  Sunday  afternoon,  December  11,  the 
members  of  the  High  School  were  honored 
by  a  delightful  tea  given  by  Dr.  and  Mrs. 
Cox  in  the  reception  room. 


Some  Uses  of  Curiosity 

Curiosity  may  have  killed  the  cat,  but 
it  is  not  apt  to  affect  us  humans  beings  in 
the  same  manner.  To  say  the  least,  curios- 
ity plays  a  very  important  part  in  the 
course  of  our  lives. 

In  the  Land  of  No  Curiosity  it  is  Christ- 
mas morning.  About  ten  o'clock  at  the 
Brown's  home,  the  children  awake  and  go 
downstairs.  After  leisurely  eating  their 
breakfast,  they  read  the  morning  paper  and 
go  back  upstairs  to  dress.  Shortly  before 
dinner  they  begin  to  become  restless  for 
lack  of  something  to  do.  "Well,"  says  one, 
"we  haven't  anything  else  to  do;  we  might 
as  well  open  those  stacks  of  packages  by 
the  Christmas  tree.  We  have  to  do  it  some- 
time." 

Can  you  imagine  such  a  Christmas  at 
your  house?  It  seems  very  odd  to  us.  yet 
if  we  weren't  curious  to  see  what  those  mys- 
terious packages  contained,  why  would  we 
awake  at  the  break  of  dawn,  and  rush 
downstairs,  and  without  a  bite  of  break- 
fast tear  into  those  presents? 

Noah  Webster  says  "Curiosity  is  the  dis- 
position to  inquire  into  anything,  especiallly 
something  new  or  strange,  often  emplying 
meddlesomeness."  Why  do  we  have  a  de- 
sire to  know  and  learn?  Don't  chemists  an- 
alyze certain  solutions  because  they  want 
to  know  what  elements  they  contain? 

We  are  definitely  living  in  a  world  of 
curiosity.  Often  enough,  we  buy  new  foods 
simply  to  satisfy  our  desire  to  know  how 
they  taste.  When  we  are  in  the  market  for 
a  new  car,  why  do  we  try  out  several  kinds 
before  finally  deciding  on  one?  The  reason 
is  that  we  are  curious  to  know  how  each 
drives  and  performs.  Do  we  look  up  words 
in  the  dictionary  because  the  effort  takes 
up  a  few  minutes  of  our  spare  time,  and 
we  are  tired  of  doing  nothing,  or  because 
we  have  a  desire  to  know  what  those  words 
mean? 

Young  children  don't  go  to  the  movies 
every  Saturday  afternoon  because  going  is  a 
habit,  and  the  serial  just  happens  to  be 
running  that  day.  They  go  because  ever 
since  last  Saturday  they  have  been  wondei'- 
ing  what  happened  to  the  hero  when  he 
and  his  horse  fell  over  the  cliff,  and  they 
are  curious  to  find  out. 

So  curiosity  killed  the  cat!  Well,  let  us 
be  thankful  that  none  of  us  are  cats,  for, 
by  now,  we  certainly  would  have  lived  our 
nine  lives  several  times  over. 

— Laura  Jeanne  Markham 
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DANCE  aEAGUE 


CHRISTMAS   PROGRAM 

Preceding  the  Christinas  banquet,  the 
Dance  League  and  the  Jet  Maskers  present- 
ed a  Christmas  program  in  the  auditorium. 
The  dances,  in  the  form  of  a  dance  drama 
entitled  The  Miracle,  were  the  original  work 
of  the  modern  dance  class.  The  work  was 
based  upon  the  theme  of  the  old  Christmas 
story  of  the  Virgin's  blessings  upon  the 
humblest  giver  among  her  worshipers.  The 
dance  group  approached  its  subject  accord- 
ing to  the  modern  dance  idea  of  employing 
simple  movements  and  line  rather  than  lit- 
eral pantomime  to  create  the  desired  effect. 
There  were  three  dances:  In  the  Cathedral, 
done  to  music  by  Schumann;  The  Sign,  to 
Handel's  Largo;  and  Rejoice,  to;  Vilbac's 
Adeste  Fidelis. 

The  dancers  participating  were:  Eccles- 
iastics: Virginia  Denit,  Puds  Pratt,  Mar- 
jorie  Kane,  Virginia  Wilson;  The  Madonna: 
Betty  Ferguson;  Procession:  Mary  Robin- 
son, Helen  Ferenbacker,  Marge  Williams, 
Louise  Porter,  Peggy  Kent,  Margery  Wie- 
ner, Jean  Hoffman,  Margaret  Harrison; 
The  Beggar  Child;  Rosemary  Fair. 


ENTERTAIN    COAST  VISITORS 

On  the  evening  of  Tuesday  December  1, 
a  troupe  of  Gulf  Park  entertainers  arrived 
at  the  Markham  Hotel  to  do  their  part  in 
adding  glamor  to  the  Mississippi  Bankers 
Association  banquet.  The  Jet  Maskers,  the 
Glee  Club,  and  the  Dance  League  all  con- 
tributed talent  to  the  occasion  in  the  fol- 
lowing order:  Songs  by  Mary  Florence  Bris- 
coe; Rhythm  Tap  by  Rosemary  Fair;  Read- 
ing by  Cleda  Villines;  Swing  Tap  Duet  by 


Virginia  Denit  and  Betty  Ferguson;  Ac- 
cordian  Solo  by  Carrie  Lane  Levins ;  Dance 
Modernistic  by  Marjoriei  Kane, 

After  the  performance  the  entertainers 
were  rewarded  by  being  given  "carte 
blanche"  ordering  privileges  in  the  Mark- 
ham  Corner  House. 


The  following  program  was  presented  in 
honor  of  the  Harrison  County  Teachers  As- 
sociation on  Saturday  morning,  December 
10  in  the  College  auditorium  by  the  Jet 
Maskers  and  the  Dance  League: 

The  Butterfly  Scene  from  The  World 
We  Live  In. 

A  group  of  three  dancers:  Fesstanz,  by 
Marjorie  Kane. 

Tap  Duo,  by  Virginia  Denit  and  Betty 
Lee  Greenawalt. 

Mignon,  by  Betty  Ferguson. 


THANKSGIVING  CELEBRATION 

Thanksgiving  Day  has  always  been  a  day 
looked  forward  to  with  a  great  deal  of  ex- 
citement and  anticipation  at  Gulf  Park.  This 
Thanksgiving  proved  to  be  no  exception. 

Tlie  crisp,  cool  air  put  everyone  into  the 
real  spirit  of  the  season.  As  you  came 
through  the  loggia,  or,  if  you  came  to 
Hardy  Hall  from  the  driveway  and  walked 
along  the  pavement  beyond  the  fountain 
then  into  the  quadangle,  you  could  see 
the  burning  logs  in  the  huge  fireplace  in 
the  reception  room— another  note  which 
brought  to  us  the  true  holiday  spirit. 

Many  exclamations  of  delight  were  heard 
as  we  entered  the  dining  room,  which  was 
most  attractively  decorated.  Candles  were 
burning,  and  the  tables  had  lovely  center- 
pieces which  were  made  of  fruit  and  pine 
cones.  The  buffet  was  the  center  of  great 
attraction,  because,  in  addition  to  the  love- 
ly fruit  decorations  on  it,  there  were  amus- 
ing httle  turkeys  which  had  been  made 
from  pine  cones  and  oak  leaves.  The  tradi- 
tional Thanksgiving  turkey  with  all  its 
trimmings    was    served. 

During  the  banquet  the  Glee  Club  sang 
appropriate  songs,  and  Mary  Florence  Bris- 
coe entertained  us  with  two  lovely  solos. 
Two  of  Gulf  Park's  promising  young  poets, 
Mary  Lorraine  Peets  and  Nan  Hatch,  read 
their  own  Thanksgiving  poems. 

After  singing  the  Alma  Mater,  the  ban- 
quet ended,  but  the  evening's  fun  had  only 
started.  A  dance  was  to  follow  the  banquet, 
and  all  was  in  readiness  when  the  orches- 
tra began  to  play. 

The  dance  was  enjoyed  immensely  and 
the  evening  seemed  to  have  passed  all  too 
quickly  when  the  strains  of  "Home,  Sweet 
Home"  met  our  ears. 
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SURPRISE    BIRTHDAY    PARTY 
HONORING  MRS.  COX 

Saturday  night  Mrs.  Cox  was  honored 
by  a  surprise  birthday  party  given  in  the 
dining  room  by  members  of  the  faculty  . 

The  table — centered  with  a  crystal  bowl 
filled  with  ferns  and  yellow  roses,  flanked 
by  tall  yellow  candles  in  silver  holders- 
was  lovely  to  behold.  The  roses  were  the 
gift  of  President  Cox  to  his  wife. 

The  party,  led  by  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Cox 
(who,  we  thought  looked  especially  pretty 
in  a  black  mousseline  de  sole  and  lace  dinner 
dress  and  with  a  Spanish  shawl  which  she 
wore  over  her  shoulders),  consisted  of 
"Aunt  Sue,"  Mr.  Davies,  Miss  Evans,  Miss 
Sarah  K.  Smith,  Mrs.  Thompson,  Captain 
and  Mrs.  DeJaive  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cooke. 
With  the  exception  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cooke, 
the  entire  group  had  been  with  the  college 
since  it  was  founded. 

The  large  white  birthday  cake  decorated 
with  yellow  candles  was  cut  by  Mrs.  Cox 
after  she  had  successfully  blown  out  the 
candles.  After  this,  the  concluding  course 
to  a  delightful  dinner,  the  party  repaired 
to  the  reception  room,  where  the  many  re- 
membrances were  opened. 


COAST  HAPPENINGS 

The  general  opinion  among  boarding 
students  concerning  how  the  local  girls  spent 
Thanksgiving  is  that  we  stayed  home  with 
our  parents.  I'm  sure  that  this  is  the  result 
of  their  desire  to  be  among  old  friends  and 
relations.  But  snooping  among  the  various 
girls  in  the  Coast  Club,  the  results  prove 
otherwise.  Our  president,  Caryl  Broome,  left 
by  plane  Tuesday  night  for  the  Naval  Acad- 
emy where  she  witnessed  the  Army-Navy 
football  game.  Ruth  Holyfield  was  a  guest 
at  the  Phi  Delta  Kappa  Fraternity  dance  in 
Mobile,  Alabama,  on  Thanksgiving  Eve,  and 
she  was  also  one  of  the  many  spectators 
attending  the  L.  S.  U.-Tulane  football  game 
in  Baton  Rouge,  Saturday  the  26th.  There 
were  others  who  spent  their  holidays  in 
New  Orleans,  Pensacola,  Florida,  Jackson, 
and  other  near  by  towns.  Alice  Johnston 
was  unfortunate  and  was  confined  to  bed. 

Although  the  school  gave  us  only  one 
day  for  Thanksgiving,  the  majority  of  the 
girls  took  "cuts"  to  extend  over  the  holi- 
days, and  it  has  been  reported  that  Thanks- 
giving of  1938  was  one  of  the  best  ever. 


PRACTICAL  ARTS 


On  Monday  night  December  12,  at  nine 
o'clock  the  Practical  Arts  Club  enjoyed  a 
Christmas  party.  The  serving  room  took  on 
quite  a  gala  appearance  with  a  Christmas 
tree,  a  fire  place  all  aglow,  and  many  gifts. 
The  girls  drew  names  and  inexpensive  gifts 
were  exchanged.  The  stockings  hanging  on 
the  mantel  were  filled  with  gifts  and  good- 
ies for  children  and  were  sent  over  later  for 
the  White  Christmas. 

The  girls  in  both  cooking  and  sewing 
classes  have  been  very  busy  preparing  for 
the  party;  making  various  candies  and  all 
kinds  of  Christmas  cakes. 

After  all  of  the  Christmas  excitement 
has  died  down  there  will  still  be  a  lot  in 
store  for  the  members  of  the  Practical  Arts 
Club.  We  already  have  dates  marked  on  our 
calendar  for  the  coming  year;  a  dinner 
dance  at  the  Edgewater  Gulf  Hotel,  a  trip 
through  the  market  area  of  New  Orleans, 
an  Italian  dinner  party,  a  style  show,  and 
the  hobo  party  on  the  beach. 

Happy  Holiday!  • 


HONOR  COAST  CLUB   MEMBERS 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Richard  Cox  entertained 
at  luncheon  on  Wednesday,  December  7  for 
the  members  of  the  Coast  Club.  The  girls 
were  received  by  Miss  Juanita  Browning, 
Mrs.  €ox,  and  Dr.  Cox  and  they  filed  into 
the  reception  room  which  was  beautifully 
decorated  with  Christmas  candles  and 
yupon.  Helping  Mrs.  Cox  serve  the  luncheon 
was  Miss  Mollie  Jagoe,  her  secretary. 

Between  bites  of  delicious  fruit  salad, 
stuffed  eggs,  sandwiches,  cream  puffs  and 
coffee,  the  girls  talked  with  Dr.  and  Mrs. 
Cox  of  everything  from  the  first  Gulf  Park 
girls  to  what's  happening  on  the  Coast  this 
Christmas,  or  Dr.  Cox's  new  plane. 

All  too  soon  the  time  for  fifth  period 
was  nearly  at  hand,  so  the  girls  had  to 
bid  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Cox  goodbye,  and  each 
girl  sincerely  meant  it  when  she  said,  "It 
was  a  lovely  luncheon.  I  had  a  very  nice 
time." 
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STUDENTS  EXPRESS  IN  VERSE 


''White  Christmas" 

bq  Helen  Hertzfield 


Do  you  see  the  "White  Spirit"  here? 
At  Christmas  it  reigns  supreme; 
Now  near  the  close  of  a  bountiful  year 
We  are  honoring  the  birth  of  Christ,  The 
King. 

Bring  in  your  gifts,  dear  Gulf  Park  Girls, 
Share  your  happiness  with  the  less  fortunate 

than  you ; 
Be  it  a  doll,  can  of  soup,  green  sweater. 
Or  anything  bound  by  your  love  will  do. 
Bring  forth  your  love  and  beauty 
Wrapped  in  white  and  silver. 

White   Christmas  ? 

It  is  no  roofs  and  hills  covered  with  a  fleecy 

down; 
The  white  and  silvery  are  in  your  soul. 
And   the   brightness    of   your   gift   is    your 

crown. 


''A  Christmas  Message" 

hi]  Frances  French 


Oh,  where  are  the  shepherds  who  saw  the 

star? 
And  where  are  the  angels  fair? 
Where  is  the  babe  who  lay  in  the  crib. 
And  whoever  else  was  there? 

Yes,  these  are  the  ones  who  were  gathered 

there, 
On  that  first  Christmas  night. 
And  these  are  the  ones  who,  in  our  hearts. 
Are  soon  ready  to  unite. 

For  that  great  event  is  returning  again, 
And  we  are  the  ones  to  engage 
In  a  great  celebration  for  a  Doer  of  Good 
And  a  Maker  of  Divine  Heritage. 


"Christmas  Spirit" 

hy  Helen  Miller 


Aunt  Mary  and  the  small,  small  boy 
Were  seated  by  the  fire. 
Aunt  Mary  told  the  Christmas  Tale; 
He  watched  the  flames  leap  higher. 

He  saw  in  them  the  things  she  told. 
Her  voice  was  warm  and  deep. 
And  hearing  what  she  told,  he  saw 
The  Christ  Child  fast  asleep. 

He  saw  the  Lovely  Mother  there. 

Her  face  was,  oh,  so  kind. 

He  watched  her  put  the  Wise  Men's  Words 

With  care  into  her  mind. 

He  was  so  still.  Aunt  Mary  thought 
That  he  was  tired  from  play. 
But  he  did  watch  the  fire,  and  see 
The  Christ  Child  in  the  hay. 


'In  The  Fire" 

hi]  Myldred  Stephens 


Throw  open  wide  the  portals  of  your  .heart, 
The  Christmas  spirit  bids  admittance  there. 
When  doors  are  closed,  this  guest  will  soon 

depart. 
So  welcome  now  this  visitor  rare. 
"No  time  for  entertaining  guests,"  you  say, 
"The  days  are  filled  with  work  that  must 

be  done. 
Let  Christmas  spirit  hasten  on  its  way, 
A  modern  has   no  time  for   childish   fun." 
My  friend,  I  pray  you  stop  and  think  awhile. 
Will  work  accomplish  what  this  spirit  can? 
Let  not  ambitious  thoughts  your  heart  be- 
guile. 
What    matters    more    than    love    of    fellow 

man? 
Open  your  heart  to  love  and  Christmas  giv- 
ing. 
To  realize  the  fullest  joys  of  living. 
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SPIRIT  OF  HOLIDAY  SEASON 


''Christmas  Eve" 

by  Katherine  Mitchell 


The   night   was   beautiful   and   quiet   and   I 

was  walking  all  alone. 
All  around  me  snow  was  falling  and  through 

the  trees  I  heard  the  wild  wind  moan. 
And   somewhere  far  off  into  the  distance, 

soft    harmonious    voices    were    singing 

sweet  but  bold, 
It  seemed  as  if  angels  were  drifting  through 

the   heavens   path   ways,   playing   upon 

harps  of  gold. 
This   lovely   night   of   nights    was    mine   to 

hold,  for  this  was   Christmas   Eve. 
The  night  that  peace  on  earth  shall  never, 

never  leave. 


''A  Christmas  Toy" 

by  Mary  Lorraine  Peets 


He  stops  and  stares  in  the  shop  windows, 
His  eyes  are  filled  with  wistful  tears. 

He  has  no  hope  of  a  Santa  Claus, 
This  little  fellow  of  only  eight  years. 

He  eyes  the  huge  electric  train. 
And  the  wagon  painted  bright  red. 

Yet  he  has  no  hope  of  Christmas — 
So  a  few  more  tears  does  he  shed. 

He  stumbles  on  among  the  crowd, 
The  people  rushing  to  and  fro 

Carrying  Christmas  packages  and  such. 
And  he  wonders  where  he  can  go. 

And  as  he  walks  along  the  street 
He  hears  a  whining,  low  moan. 

He  turns  and  finds  a  little  dog 

Shivering — and   standing  all   alone! 

In  vain  he  tries  to  find  its  master 
And,  tried,  he  finally  gives  up. 

His  eyes  now  are  huge  and  shining 
For  he  is  the  owner  of  a  pup! 

No  longer  does  he  envy  others, 

For  he  has  a  genuine  thrill. 
He  has,  himself,  a  Christmas  toy 

And  his  is  alive,  and  real! 


"Happq  New  Year 

From  Southern  California" 


As  a  new  day  and  year  is  dawning, 
Many  people  are  rising  and  yawning. 
From  their  beds  and  homes  they  have  part- 
ed. 
To  get   to   the   Rose   Parade   before   it   has 

started. 
Huge  crowds  are  gathered  on  the  streets, 
But   the   more   prominent   ones    are    in    re- 
served seats. 
The  parade  has   started,   the  bands   march 

by, 
Playing  and  cheering  they  lift  their  colors 

high. 
Next  comes  the  floats  in  all  their  glory. 
Each  are  bearing  beautiful  girls  and  telling 

a  different  story. 
The  floats  are  made  of  living  flowers. 
Decorating  them  took  patience,   and   many 

hours. 
As  they  pass  by,  we  behold  an  aray  of  mil- 
lions  of  colors. 
Each  float   seems   more   beautiful   than   all 

the  others. 
The  flowers  have  been  shipped  from  South 

America  and  Spain. 
While  still  others  came  from  the  Orient  and 

Maine. 
The  last  float  goes  by  and  the  parade  closes. 
Nothing  could  be  quite  as  gorgeous  as  the 

Tournament  of  Roses. 
Now  we  must  hurry  to  the  Rose-bowl  game, 
Where  some  college  is  going  to  win  its  fame. 
The  stadium  is  packed  to  the  very  brim. 
And  the  crowd   is  tense  and   very  grim. 
There  goes  the  gun;  the  ball  soars  through 

the  air. 
The   crowd   is   excited,   but   later   some   are 

filled   with   despair. 
The  game  is  thrilling  to  the  very  last  play, 
Finally  it  is  won  by  the  best  team,  today. 
Everyone  goes  home  satisfied  and  content. 
Because  of  a  Happy  New  Year's  day  well 
spent. 

— Frances  Murphy 
Hollywood,    Cal. 
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Wednesday,  January  4 Return  from  Vacation 

Back   to  work  after  a   grand 
and   glorious   holiday. 

Saturday,  January  7 Kid  Party 

Return   to  childhood,   and 
enjoy  the  annual    Kid   Party 
sponsored  by  the  A.  A. 

Monday,  January  9 Jet  Maskers   Breakfast 

Thursday,  January   12 Dance   League   Banquet 

Sunday,  January   15 Faculty-Student  Volley  Ball  Game 

Come  and  pick  your  winner! 

Sunday,  January   15 Jet  Maskers  Tea 

Monday,   January    16 Morjorie    Hillis,    Lecturer 

Marjorie   Hillis   is   the  well-known 
author  of  "Live  Alone  And   Like    It" 
and  "Orchids  On  Your  Budget."  We 
know  you'll   enjoy  hearing   her  speak! 

Friday,   January   20    Gymkhana 

An   afternoon  of  exciting 
contests  and  stunt  riding 
given   to  us  by  the   Bit  and 
Spur  Club. 

Friday,  January  20 Bit  and   Spur   Banquet 

Banquet  in  dining   room   in 
honor  of  members  of  Bit  and 
Spur  Club. 

Saturday,  January  28 End  of  First  Semester 

Exams,   etc.,  etc.,  will   be 
finished,    thank   goodness. 

Saturday,  January  28 Charlemagne   Banquet 

Only  the  students  of  French 
are  the   invited  guests! 


..J  Til  Tammy 
Howls  Again 
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Last  night  I  walked  on  the  pier  and 
looked  at  God.  As  the  swift,  cold  air  closed 
about  me,  I  thought  of  home;  but  I  found 
His  presence  in  the  mellow-crescent  moon, 
and  the  tiny  endless  stars ;  I  heard  it  in  the 
laughter,  and  the  bits  of  Christmas  songs 
sung  by  the  other  girls.  When  I  reached 
the  end  of  the  pier,  and  gazed  at  the  black 
waves  beating  against  each  other,  there  was 
no  doubt  in  my  mind;  I  laughed  inwardly 
at  the  disbelievers.  As  I  walked  back  to 
the  campus  the  shore  lights  beckoned,  the 
beacon  light  flashed  its  steady  way  across 
the  sky,  and  I  knew  that  inside  peace  and 
warmth  waited  for  me. 

— Ann   Spurlock 


